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Memory & Slaughter 
I. CHICKENS 
I was four or five years old. 
My sister, sixteen years older than me, 
was at Teachers' College. She worked 
Saturdays delivering uncooked, 
plastic-wrapped chickens to businesses in town. 
She would drive a small, silver-coloured van, 
like something from a cheap science-fiction. 
We lived in 'the hills'. The farm down the road 
gave me a cat I called Tabby. One day 
my Scottish mother saw a kangaroo hop 
past our house, down the dirt driveway, and 
into the paddock across the road. 
Next door's guinea fowl occasionally 
appeared in our yard, and we would chase them away. 
I sometimes went with my sister to deliver 
chickens. I can't remember how many times. 
It may have been often, it may have been twice. 
People in shops would ask if she was 
my mother. Or perhaps she was only asked this 
once, and that memory now repeats, like 
a stone skipping across bright water. 
{136} 
One Saturday the owners of the chicken farm 
had slept in. Inside a shed my sister and I watched 
as chickens were forced, one at a time, head-
first into large steel funnels fixed upon the wall, 
where 
they were beheaded. There was blood and noise. 
The chickens' bodies were then placed 
into something that looked like a washing machine. 
I was told by someone that this machine removed 
the feathers. Perhaps I saw this happen, too. I don't 
remember. I felt strange, and my sister suggested we 
wait 
in the silver van for the chickens to be ready. 
After delivering chickens we would usually stop at a 
deli 
where my sister would buy me a ham sandwich 
wrapped in wax paper, and a cold drink. 
But most of this I don't remember. There are gaps. 
I don't remember delivering the chickens that day, or 
if I had my sandwich and drink. I remember 
only my mother berating my sister that night 
for letting me see what I had seen, which is now 
an imperfect memory that does not skip, 
but merely hangs, nauseous, in the space of a 
doorway. 
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